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RED ROCK ROBBE 




Clement Good 



blue sky [he h< 

KariiEj lovtd brighi, hot days snd usual- 
ly sang at ht swung along in the saddle. 
Bui today he was not aineine. Hii b\ue- 
Talack jaw was grimly set and his narrow.d 
eyes were gray, cold and determined Ai 



There were 
Kamei paid 



hem no'' m^nd. 



ThLi action wat faster than the ey* 
could lollow. Karnei' draw wu always like 

"Stick upt" he said, gruffly, "Hand uvet 
the caih." 

The teller must have jiven a barely 
perceptible signal, perhapi with his oye- 
browi. Karnei heard a voice behind and 
allghily to the left laying, "Drop the gun, 
miner. I'm the sherifi. You picked n 
mighty bad time for a holdup." 

Karnes whirled sod fitei. Hii ihot neat- 
ly elipped the gun from the ihenff's hand 
Then he hed through iha doer, leaped on 
till hoiEc, (nd (alloped twiy. 

There wn a chau. of court*. Bui hii 
■lifhi head start was all bi needed far bi< 
fTMt horse lo outdisiann mil purauan. 




THF SlOUN-fCTN T07'S"weri (old 
with the reflected tetting sun. They be- 
came blue against pink sky » iwjiighi 
moved in. Kameit built a fire beelde a 
babbling troul stream and couked hi* 
grub The amokc curled latily, almutt 



Shad 



■ai£hi 



"I t 



'srd 

w longer and then were 
blackness. The caifipliie refleclad 
)wn. grim features, 
crosj-iegged and begao M ml 
rd a iwig crack in ih* darkOM^ 
d himself to continue aatlnf *• 

here was a rasping lok*. ~AJt 
Iter. Vvt got you eovered, m 
I ri^ch. And don't turn aiiiiiiKl 

lehave and you won't f« Imm* 
Mid fLarati. 

you try u, bold UaM taM 



nadn' 



^uldH' 



c-irnet said nothing. 
"Mighty artiaieuriih r 

-il you want to pull i bank Job. yo* 
gotta use youi head. Cue th» pla« firw. 
Any tool should know the aheriff's alway* 
LNsie at: ooontime on Uonday t« (oUm 

"So'" Kaines uttitrt-d the wu(d wlUwul 



"¥ou* 



jra.iia. The bos. 
you and you'd 



c yuu b 



a <tll or 



t tot 



"Who'i the bossf- 

"Noi so fasti II you want to meet (ha 
boss, you toss both your guru behtod yoii 
without turning around.* 

-And if I don'ir 

■I put a slug through your thick hud.' 
"No choice." uid Karnes, iad UMad U* . 
two gun* backward. ' 
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'Kvw jou'n ••nilb1«.~ iiid Ihc vcic*. 
EunM could hHr fooiilcp) behind tiim 
Mia judgid lomtbody wai picking up ihc 
|iin*. -All righi." taid Ihe voict. "Turn 
•round now ind follow m«.' 

Kirnii turned tni i«w the grcniy-haired 
nun whu hid bten loinring In front of the 
bank. The e»mptire gave » pink glow lu 
th« iwarihy tomplcxion. 

■T ARNES mit ihe bos*, bul ih= boss was 
taking no chances on being retOK- 
oited. He wore a mat^k. 

"Greasy lelli me you're a dumb bank 

"Maybe," laid Kaines. 

"Bui he alio telU me you're the sweetest 
pUcol ihol that ever plugged a grasshopper 
■I 300 yardi." 

-Miybe," repealed Karnes, 

Oraur'i judgment. Anyway, ! got a job 
tor jou. We gol 1 pri.onet. The iheriffi 



It tryin to til 
o because I'lr 



torn* lOld hid tornewhere. He won l tell 
M whir*. Wt tortured him a litlle. but he 
ttUl won't tell. However, I think wHlh your 
iMlp. we can make him tell, Mebbe you 
h«Wd of hira: old Pop Karneif" 



HTARNES iimeifed, t 
■* "Miybe," he laid. 

They tied old Pop Karnes 



perceptibly. 

He 



lubbli t 



ltd and 



Aeihy lace. Only hi» gray eyes under hii 
while browi hinted at his relalionship to 
hii »on. The outlaws never noticed. 

"Now. you." »aia the boss. "By the way, 
whal't your name?" 
"Smith," laid Karnes. 
The bosi chuckled. "Good enough. 
Mebbe you ain't as dumb as Greasy made 
out. Anyway. Smith. I'm aimin' to give 
you back your two six-guns, fully loaded. 
Old Man Karnes ii your target.. You got 
twelve shots. You can make an outline 

Then you put the twelfth through his 

"Why waste all that ammo?" asked 
Karnes. "I can plug him with one shot." 

"Vou are a dummy," asserted the boas, 
"I'm figutin' that one of them first eleven 



■lugs will persuade him to lell us where 
the gold is hid." 

■ Never!" shouted uld P<jy who had heard 
all the conversation. 

The outlaw gave Pop a cigar. 

"Now ihoot it ofl'" he ordered. 

Karnes, with loaded guns, stood 30 paces 
away. He hesitated. He didn'l want a wild 
slug to kill his own father. 



The h 



e the Y. 



. said. "Srtiilh, it you have anji idea 
about dropping the job and shooting ii 
out, remember that my men are all around 
with their guns on you. It's not that 1 dis- 
trust you. I'm just smart. Remember, I'm 



He t. 



king a 



line around Ihe old man. his own father. 

Between shots the boss asked the old 
man where the gold was hidden. He got 
snarls and curses for answers. 

"Okay," said the boss, "put this bullet 

"Wait a minute," suggested Karnes. "I'm 
kind of dumb, but I got an idea. Let"s all 
go away from him for a little while. Leave 
him lied up here for an hour or so. Let 
him think about dying. Maybe he'll change 
his mind and tell where the gold is," 

"You gol a head on you, boy," said the 
Boss. "He'll keep. Come on, boys, lei's 
leave him here awhile." They all moved 
away. 

'THE rest of the story is short. While 
"Smith" and the botsand the boys were 
in the Red Rock Cafe, old Pop ran for the 



brought a posse and rounded up Ihe boss 
■ nd all his gang, including Greasy. 

Young Kaines v/a^ ready to give him- 
self up for posing aa a bank robber. "It 
was the only way I knew to get myself 
into the boss' gang and try to rescue my 
father," he said. 

"Well," said the sheriff. "I can't book 
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